To the bet ff MO NARCHS, 
His MAJESTY of GREAT BRITAIN, oc. 


CHARLES THE SECOND: 
A GRATULATORY POEM 


| On the moſt happy Arrival ot His moſt Excellent Maj-ſty, CHARLES the Second, 


by the Grace of God, King of England, Scotland, France, and Ireland, who landed at 
Dover, Friday, May 25. 1660. to the moſt unſpeakable Joy of His Subjects. 


Ld 


Fav'nat the Laſt hath heard my Prayers, 1 ſtand, 
Full of fair hopes to kiſs my Princes hand, 
And need no flames that M7 new heats infuſe, 


Now as the Sun when his abſented light 
Approacheth neerer Day, doth ſmile out right, 
Aad the thick Vapours of thenight do fly 


Zeal can createa Verle without a Muſe;  { Inguilty Tumults from his ſearching Eye; 
The wounds 1 have receiv'd, the years F've ſpent, Sonow the King in perſon hath begun 
The months I've told in long Imprifonment, | To ſhow himlſelt like the Meridian Sun, 
1 look on now with Joy ; who would not be To ſhine in all his Glortes, and diſpence 


 Onedayan Chains, to be for ever free ? Throughout the Land his powerfull Influence ; 

My Prayers are keard, the King Himſelf is come, |. The clouds of bold Rebellion, the falſe light 

The Grace and Glory of all Chriſtendome. | Offalſer zeal, and Meteors of the Night, 

'Tis He repairs ovr Breaches, and reſtores | Theſullen Vapows, and the Miſts that made 

The Land to fafety, and doth heal our Sores ; A great Confufton in fo great a ſhade, 

Tis He that ſtroaks our Griefs, and wipes our Eyes, | Shall waſte before him, as hecomes our States 
Sets us in order, and doth make us wiſes  _ Extreamsto temper ; forit pleavd the Fates, 
For ne'c was Nation fo before miſled, = Though others travaild inthe work, yet none 

To court the Tail, and makethe Rump their Head. Shall heal ourGneefs, but who our hearts did own 
Where are the Saints now that would tain be known, | Nor ſhall the North regain their antient worth, 
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'To have no other Holydayes but their own ? But bythat Monarch whom the North brought forth, 
Where are our crucl Regicids, and all And Fame no ſooner to our ears did brin : 
That perulant crew we ANABAPTISTS call ; The welcome ſtory of our landed King, 
Whoſe wild Religion, and whoſezeal doth border. Bur all the Lords and Gentry of the Land 
On Faction, Ruine, Falihood and Diſorder ; Made haſteto wait upon his high Command, 
Whoſe Gcfſpel ſpeaks it is too hard a thing, | Sofull theirTrayn, fo gallant their Array, 

To honour God, and to obey the King ; | As1ftheir ſplendor would outſhinethe day ; 
And from their Bibles do expungethat Text, Who all as ſoon as they the King diſplayd, 
As roo objiging, or too much perplext : Whocan imagine whata ſhout was made ? 
The day is now at hand that will declare, The glittering of their cloaths outvy'd the Suns, 
What men of Conſcience, and what Saints they are; Hats inthe Ayr flew up, Guns roard to Guns, 
Who {ill purſue (oh moſt inhumane wrongs ) And Trumpets deafned Trumpets, who'd have thought 
The Lords Anointed with their threatning tongues; | Theſe ere in arms againſt each other fought ? 
As if the Fa: het ſlam, they had not done Th' outlandiſh that did mark it, and ſtood by, 
Fnough , unleſs they maſſacred the Son : Inour behalf all out aloud did cry, 
Th's wo prevent, the King Himſelf draws nigh, | Wasnever Nation now more bleſt than we? 
Full of His Cauſe, His Eye wnh Majeſty, Nor ever Monarch more admir'd then He. 
His Brow with thunders arm'd, and on each hand How great will be our growing Joys we may 
The Youth of Heav'o in files nnnumbred ſtand, Preſfume will Crown his Coronation Day ? 
His glorious Guard ; forto the world bet known, Forto his matchleſs merit *twill be more 
That Heaven 1s pleaf'd to make this Cauſe his own ; Then everKing of ENGI AND had before ; 


For who the King altcunr, thelike would do | | Ar which, fince Heav'nand Earth with ſhouts do ring, 
Toth'K 1 NG of Kings, could they come at Him too, { Let Heavenand Earth fay both, GOD ſavethe KIN G. 
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